CHAPTER    VII
Among Reformed Cannibals
LIJIATE AND I had got on so well together that I took him back with
me to Fiji. As he spoke no tongue but his own, it was a certain
method of keeping up my Tongan. With the experience of the past
year behind me, I felt sure that my lot would always be that of care-
taker for some magistrate going on long leave: I wondered in what
part of the Colony I should spend the next year, and I was prepared
to accept any district for the sake of new experiences. My fate was to
be West Tholo, the mountain province that had rebelled against the
Government ten years before, and my station Fort Carnarvon, or, to
give the place its native name, Natuatuathoko.
Sydney Marriott had been there alone for years, and he knew the
natives as well as any European can know them. He had an original
way of dealing with them. Once, on a very hot day, he was sitting
reading in his native house when he heard a stealthy footfall. Some
one had entered the house unbidden. A screen concealed him. He
peeped round it and saw his Solomon Island cook half-way up the
ladder which led to a platform in the roof where his private stores
were kept. He made no sound. The cook seized a roll of native
tobacco, untwisted half a pound of it, and, concealing it in his waist-
band, slid down the ladder and tiptoed away. I suppose that any
one else would have called him back and compelled him to disgorge
the stolen goods: Marriott said nothing until the next morning, and
then he beckoned him to the house and made him sit down on the
floor in full view of the platform. Then he went out, returning on
tiptoe to re-enact the whole scene in dumb show and, having dis-
appeared with the tobacco for a moment, he returned and sat down
facing the thief in perfect silence. The young man wilted under his
stare, crawled out and presently returned with the stolen tobacco,
pushing it before him as he crawled. Not a word passed, but Mar-
riott's fame as a wizard spread through the native garrison, and there
were no more thefts.
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